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to have been premeditated. The balmy southern
air kisses the cheek; around us gleams the intense
radiance of a southern moonlight; above us the
profound blue of the tropical sky, and there, piled
up against the very heavens, lie masses of snow,
and about our feet a thousand rivulets dance to'
wards the valley. There is an audacious delicacy
in the contrasts, an air of conscious coquetry over
the whole scene such as Nature seldom wears,
but which reminds us irresistibly of something
feminine and artificial. Other cities seem beauti'
ful to us, but Granada alone is seductive and en'
chanting.

And as we turn into the Courts of the Alharri'
bra lo! in this architecture the same characterise
tics strike us which we noticed in Nature outside.
Here, too, are tricks and devices; masses of con"
trasting colors; vistas of graceful, delicate marble
columns; mirrors of deep blue water showing oft"
the silver moonpath. Did we not know that the
essential features of this architecture were bor"
rowed from the Far East we could have sworn
that the makers of it drew their inspiration from
the natural scenery of the surrounding country.
And yet, borrowed and mannered as the archi"
tecture is, artificial as Nature herself seems to be,
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